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Abstract
The church down the street is really a magnificent structure. The architecture is so designed
that the eye is led up the arched doorway, then ascends via the long, slender stained glass windows,
sweeps up over the gabled roof, then soars to the top of the steeple, on up to the skies overhead,
and finally...
The Cat 
by Doris Witter 
HPHE CHURCH down the street is really a magnificent 
-™* structure. The architecture is so designed that the eye is 
led up the arched doorway, then ascends via the long, slender 
stained glass windows, sweeps up over the gabled roof, then 
soars to the top of the steeple, on up to the skies overhead, 
and finally— 
But wait, this story doesn't go quite that far. It stops at the 
steeple, because its heroes, two mice named Alvin and Alfred, 
lived there. 
They were, at first, very happy. Every Sunday they went 
down to worship, life was easy, cheese was cheap, and there 
had never been a cat in the church. 
Alvin and Alfred used to talk about how lucky they were. 
Alfred would say: "All in all, life is pretty good, isn't it, 
Alvin?" 
"Yes, Alfred. Ours is a tranquil existence, yet it is vibrant 
and interesting. We ought to be thankful for such a blessed 
life." 
"Yes, this is a wonderful world." 
Alvin, being something of an intellectual, would answer: 
"In the words of Voltaire, this is the best of all possible 
worlds." He was somewhat prone to forget that Voltaire's 
object was to satirize, not affirm, that theory. 
Then one night a horrible storm came. Oh, there had 
been storms before, but never like this one; it was terrible. 
The cold rain beat in through the cracks in the steeple, and 
it rocked in the wind. Lightning flashed perilously close, and 
its glare revealed the two mice huddled together in a corner. 
Things just weren't ever quite the same after that. Alvin's 
health began to decline. Now he had to take a pill when he 
got up and one when he went to bed. If he forgot, he either 
couldn't wake up entirely or couldn't go to sleep. "Vitamin 
pills," that was what he called them, but the label on the 
bottle said, "Caution. May be habit — forming." 
[17] 
18 Sketch 
Alfred started jumping at every little noise in the night, 
and whenever they went anywhere, he always looked carefully 
before he stepped. "You never know when there might be 
a trap set," he said, but when Alvin offered him a few "vita-
min pills/' he declined. 
Then one day he came home and said he'd seen a cat. 
"Alvin, it's a terrible cat. It has blazing green eyes, flecked 
with scarlet, and a cavernous mouth; it's all black and it's big 
enough to eat seventy-five mice in a day; and when it growls, 
the whole church trembles." 
"Now, Alfred, calm down. There never has been a cat 
here, and there can't be one now," answered Alvin as he 
reached for his vitamin pills. 
"But I tell you I saw it." 
"Impossible. Your imagination is running away with you; 
you haven't been getting enough sleep lately. You know that 
this is the best of all possible worlds and can't conceivably in-
clude a cat, at least not one at whose growl the whole church 
trembles." 
The next day Alfred came back and said that the cat had 
chased him. "He chased me right down the aisle, under the 
pews, up to the altar, even. I tell you it was awful." 
"Alfred, I've told you that that cat cannot exist. It's all 
in your imagination, because you're taking life too seriously. 
If there is a cat, why haven't I seen it, too?" 
Alfred didn't know. "But, Alvin, it's really frightening — 
those eyes!" He shuddered. "It was waiting for me and I 
couldn't see it — it was invisible, I think — until the moment 
when it pounced." 
"I notice that for all its supernatural qualities it still 
didn't catch you," Alvin interjected dryly. 
"Even though I couldn't see it, I could feel it, and I 
started running. Otherwise, I never would have gotten away." 
Alvin took an extra vitamin pill that night. 
During the next week Alfred kept seeing the cat and 
escaping from it, in the nick of time, and Alvin kept telling 
him that the cat did not and could not exist. Then one day 
Alfred disappeared. Finally Alvin went down to ask the base-
ment mice if they knew what had happened to him. 
"A cat ate him." 
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"A cat! But there isn't. . . I mean in reality. . . Are you 
sure — I mean how do you know?" 
"Well, we don't know for sure I guess. It sure sounded 
that way though." 
"What did you hear?" 
"First, there was a scuttle of scampering feet, then there 
was a thud, as if a large, soft mass had fallen, then there 
was a shrill squeak and a loud growl." 
Alvin swallowed hard. "Then what?" 
"Well, there was a crunching noise, sort of like bones 
crumpling and sinews being torn apart, and a deep, rumbling 
purr." 
"Oh, my," said Alvin. 
After that Alvin got sicker and began taking two pills in 
the morning and three at night. 
This was unfortunate, however, because it used up the 
pills faster, and one Saturday night Alvin ran out. Since it 
was over the weekend, the drug store was closed, and he 
couldn't get anymore until Monday. 
So the cat ate him, too. 
Evening 
by James Sage 
A bird twitters, chirps, then twitters again. 
A clamoring chorus ripples through the trees 
Then dies. Stillness settles into the evening; 
Gentle solitude gracefully accompanies 
The darkness. A faint brush of wool against wool 
And a lone gurgle high above intensify 
The evening tranquillity. 
